"No way to know if it's cancer. Best to remove it," he'd said. How to live with that on your mind! I suggested a second opinion.
The urologist, tall, distant, white coated as I at other times, told us your choices, the risks. We sat there in silence, thinking what could not be said. Neither of us spoke on the drive to your place. I turned the radio on, turned the radio off as one thought echoed through my mind. Could I advise surgery you might not survive?
Week after week I phoned. You said, "I've scheduled the pre-op tests." Always postponed, you'd made a decision to proceed with surgery… at some distant date.
